THE ISABELS                       247

side. After a time he began to talk himself. It was
not what I expected. It was only an old woman, an
old lace-maker, in search of her son, one of the street-
sweepers employed by the municipality. Friends had
come the day before at daybreak to the door of their
hovel calling him out. He had gone with them, and
she had not seen him since; so she had left the food she
had been preparing half-cooked on the extinct embers
and had crawled out as far as the harbour, where she
had heard that some town mozos had been killed on the
morning of the riot. One of the Cargadores guarding
the Custom House had brought out a lantern, and had
helped her to look at the few dead left lying about there.
Now she was creeping back, having failed in her search.
So she sat down on the stone seat under the arch, moan-
ing, because she was very tired. The Capataz had
questioned her, and after hearing her broken and groan-
ing tale had advised her to go and look amongst the
wounded in the patio of the Casa Gould. He had also
given her a quarter dollar, he mentioned carelessly.

"'Why did you do that?' I asked. 'Do you know
her?'

"'No, senor. I don't suppose I have ever seen her
before. How should I? She has not probably been
out in the streets for years. She is one of those old
women that you find in this country at the back of huts,
crouching over fireplaces, with a stick on the ground by
their side, and almost too feeble to drive away the
stray dogs from their cooking-pots. Caramba! I
could tell by her voice that death had forgotten her.
But, old or young, they like money, and will speak well
of the man who gives it to them.' He laughed a little.
'Sefior, you should have felt the clutch of her paw as I
put the piece in her palm.' He paused. 'My last, too,'
he added.